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CHAPTER  IV
THE   ETERNAL   CITY
WHEN Augustine came" to Rome in 384 he saw almost the last gleam of its ancient splendour. The genius of the eternal city had departed, and, heavy with the ruthless spoils of the world, it was already tottering to its fall. Far away on the northern and north-eastern frontier the stream of Huns and Goths and Vandals was swelling its irresistible flood against the weakening barriers. The vultures gathered thick upon the mountain-fringe of the empire. But the Romans were to ' die with a smile on their lips,' as Salvianus afterwards said of them. Augustine found the gold and marble city of three centuries of Cassars in undiminished splendour, and the life of its infatuated people making its seven hills ring with their demented laughter. He is almost wholly silent about the scenes he witnessed. Happily, there came to Rome, somewhere about the same